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ELLA ROSENBERG ; 

A M£U)-I>KAM A. 

ACT I. 
SCENE T. 

An ApjlRTliENT PLAINLY FURNISHED. 

Am Entfmic^Ihor in the Cmtre^^-^ Closet on 
the Left^ 

Enter Christina at the Thor. 

Christina. 

IxEiGHO! every bo«iy rc^cmg— every hoii^e 
full of happiness but our's-*^There sks my undety 
«s melancholy s^ ev^iw^thioking of our poor un- 
happy younglady. — ^While A^r sufferings coiitUMje, 
eRfcn tit© news of victory cannot revive hiiJi- 
(A knocking ^ thUfihor.J Who s there ? 

jB;i/erFLUTTERMAN, flourishing about. 

Fiut. It^ I, my dean — I'll walk in— Go where 
I' wftly small chance bdt I am welcome. 
.Chris. Why, who is it? 

Fkit. Who? Come, that's very pleasant. It's 
I,^Sigismund Flutterman.— What, didn't know 
Hie?' No great won<kr-*-I hardly know my- 
self. . ' 

Mi672a ^.^ 
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2 ILLA ROSENBKRO: 

Chris. So I should think, indeed, when you 
expose yourndf in this way, — It's not for your 
credit. 

Flut. No-^it's for the honour of the whole 
province~for the' honour of Molwitz— Have'nt 
we gain'd a most splendid victory ? 

Chris. Well, we all know that. 

Flut. Do you? Then why the Devil don't 
you laugh? Why arn*t you merry? — ^Where's 
your Uncle ?-— Where's the magnanimous Captain 
Storm ? — ^Zounds \ why the House is as dull as 
the Enemy's Camp. 

Chris. You won't make it merrier, I'm sure.— 
What business jou have in it at all I can't 
guess. 

Hut. Hark, ye, lovely Christina.— You know 
I'm Burgomaster, and landlord of the Grena- 
dier — ^The loyal inhabitants of Molwitz have 
resolved on a loyal address to the Elector on the 
late glorious success of his arms. — I proposed it— 
I composed it ;•— and I, at the head of a select 
deputation, shall deliver it 

Chris. I — 1 — I, as usual. Always thinking 
and talking of yourself 

Flut. Aye-^that's my candour. Depend upon 
jt^ my love, it's a favourite giubject witli more 
ladies and gentlemen than think fit to acknow- 
ledsp it. 

Chris. But what have we to do with your 
address? . ■' ^. 

Flut. Aa infinite deal, to be sure.*— Only 
consider how much the ugly, bnown, weather-beat- 
en phiz of an old soldier would adorn the front 
rank of our loyal procession. 

Chris* May be so ; but my uncle won't gb^ 
I'm sure. He's much better employed. 
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▲ ICtLO^DBAHA. 3 

Flut. Better employed ! 

Chris. Yes — comforting a poor Lady in dis- 
tress. 

Ftut. Comforting a Lady!— Oh, yes; — that's 
Tery pretty employment we all know. I have 
experienced it myself. The other day old Lady 
Dunderman plump'd out of her barouche, and 
broke one of her clumsy legs at the door of the 
Grenadier. She spent twenty Aorins in the in- 
side of it, and I administered a deal of comfort 
to her. — Oh! here coines the Captain. 

Enter Storm (singing in a tone of Melancholy] 

** Begone, dull Care, &c. &c. 

Flut. Oh, yes !— that he will— for I'm her<*. 
(Storm stares) Sigismund Flutterman, Burgo- 
master, and Proprietor of the Grenadier.——— 
Captain-^ 

Storm. Well! 

Flut. The loyal inhabitants of Molwttz have 
resolved unanimously on ah address to the Elec- 
tor, on his late signal and glorious, victory;— -<> 
which address was propos'd, is now compos'd^ 
and will shortly be delivered by your humble ser- 
vant.— Now if you would only join the deputa^- 
tion— 

Storm. Not Ir 

Flut. Won't you ? — Zooks, Captain, why 
what makes you so dull ? 

Storm. What used to make me merry-rmy 
grey hairs and my crippled limb. Once they oqly 
reminded me of years of hard and glorious service 
«i-r« cheering recollection^ 

»8 
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4, mhhA. BJO^W^MJLQ : 

Flut Yes ; — so I>(& hewd »y. 

Storvt- Now that misforuine Jbias takeq 3()dter 
livith me, they only reipind me of my poverty, ab4 
want of , power id cure it. 

Mut Very <uncomfortable ioiged*-^ appose 
you itieiu) the fau* and fine Ifdy tWt W cpne U> 
you for proiectioa 

Storm. Y^ from th4S ^oares of a scoyndrell 
Oqe of the Elector^g prime fevxwwites too ■ i > 
Don't take me wuh you, 04* old StprpD may Ql;ivaiW& 
to tell him to bis teeth that fighting cmr battle^ 
doesn't quite complete the duties of a pripce.-— 
What does it avail us that he beats our enemies 
^btrea^, irMle he exifmds Ms f^e^r to Mrretche* 
who use it to increase our miseries at home. 

Flut Yes-— that may be very true;^ — but 
0irre's nothicigiDtf that sort ra tny addrel^s. 
" Chris. But priqces carei't know ievery«tku^» 
tmde. The colond is alloiraci to be a mai^ mi 
great bravery. 

Storm. Braverjr ! More's the pity, whw both 
s^es are to be its v^ictwaos. Skame on the soldier 
who pei^erds so noble a quality todacdeaodicOT^ 
^t the femmle vii:iue it shoiii^ be his.pFiMideat 
btoaet to protect. ^ 

- FlUt. Ye^ that'b iwy notion ; acid I blew^ imy 
stars, there's nosucb dangerous pqkit jtbetHiiirv 
to corrupt any female virtue. 

Chris, (aside) Tiresome blockhead l*^( to. 
him) W^ll, we nei^n -t detaitt you, yDo know, Mr. 
Fkuterman. 

' Pine, i beg you wouldti't tHemipn ifr^'in 
perfeotly at leisure :*^the oafiDain uaUcs so fimly 
J could listen to him aU dty. 

Storm. I'll soon dis^ims ^m (:tf»ttte).**^W^ 
you lend -tne fifty florins ?- 
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, flut. Ehi^ 

. iChrU. Will yoo teml him 6Aj flafia^^ 

flat WiMOidymmfS iiooksiit MswMteh) 
Bkiss foei 4tsgrDwaiig very iiML-^ra afraid -fbe 
deputation is waiting for me*»I irifib 70a ^atA 
morping. — Your akmatioo oiwt^ be very imcom- 
foribkili^ Captain ; but you know 1 jshaU Portly 
ym.'m tlie fftr of the Etoi^rv^If j €lHiul(i tokonce (n 
RMike «n imprcssaoGHfr 

Storvif Psha ! ^ . 

JF/w/. I say, if I sbould'-^-lMit I dare jay I 
ahaart ! (voffceitedly) . I dare aay the fiteetor 
iVKMt't ooboe such a ipwo me I (atD.fMBnt if Ipe 
ahoi^ ?yMi knew ;r^1l {think <if ymi.-t-tOoo^ 
immnittg'TM'aiik^ plnoer or -^enstiint^LtiBe otfao 
great men, SigBautnol Fluuarman will be very 
baj^y to serve you-^r^^t. second iMuuL [E^it. 

- -Sturm (nng^) ** Why, saWws^ wby-ip-^ose 
imsftness^dB todie;'^ . . / 

OMs. DidqH fsiiig, une^e, you -nhrays maiflitne 
be^melmididly. 

^ f Starm. WdV ahi shall >shime o«rr tsruel; iv^ 
i» iWThene ste slits all tlaty king st hm4i»mmg\ i 
f liiave jiut^ told^ her of >a^n:ifc9ect, 

Chris. What is it, uncle ? 

Stwrm. Heir ifetber«f<^wfaen he stood omt me 
|a the hatfc^.wdQfire 2 raceiinB^ floy wound, aod 
Tescued 4ine ftom tMe Aia^meie #£ a host lef tlie 
f?neiny. 

CHris. jYxHi «e^ Held me her itDry. 

Storm. It isn't long- Her husband, Rosen*-. 
i)erg, waz theintamte friend tef this vfllain J^lxMint- 
fort, till he took a fapcy to his wife. One moo^ 
tng MooiQtfortinaidiedifaiu ah tbe parade.«r*&o- 
aeiriicra dreitr-r^^woflnded Jiis wiBfttmcj and supe^ 
^ior officer, and fled^ as it was supposed, ^o the 
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i BtL4 mo«Bir»c«e^. 

capital, to seek protection at the feet of the 
Elector — for Rosenberg had once been his pag^ 
and was still his favourite.— That's two years ago 
**-and he hasn't since been heard of.-^What d'ye 
think of it Christina ? 

Chris. Perhaps some assassin*-^ 

Storm. May be not — Mountforthad much in 
his power ; he was just appointed to the govern- 
ment of the province. — Perhaps imprisoned se- 
cretly: — 

Chris. And his wife r 

Storm. Heart-broken with grief, took refiig^ 
in the arms of her father.— Age and sorrow soon 
brought the old man to the grave ; and then be 
consigned her to me — I shan't forget the time— 
" Ca:ptain," says he,—" you must take, my Ella.—* 
** She has lost her mother and her husband, and 
^- now I must leave her too.— Give her shelter— 
" protect her from the villain Mountfort— and 
^* may it be your lot to restore.her to Rosenberg"—^ 
I, couldn't speak— -but he knew what I meant, and 
died in peace*- Protect her ! Isn't she asuffering 
innocent ?-^Isn't she the child of my dear^t 
friend? — and till this arm be cold as his, let any 
man dare insult her! 

Chris. K\\ ! but this Mountfort, they say, has 
so many schemes— so many plans and disguises, 
it's alm'ost impossible for a woman to escape 
him. 

Stdrm. Yes— rhe's a devil ! — But I don't fear 
him.^ ' 

Chris. But what is become of Rosenberg's 
wealth? 

Storm. TTwas forfeit to the stale, because he 
ran away, liowever, I've ventured to petition 
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JL. lftELO«DBAMA« 7 

tbe Elector for restitution of a support for hit 
wife. 

Chris. And did you complain of Mountfort ? 
, Storm. No — he's too strong in favour — It 
would have been dangerous— rOh ! here comes 
our lovely guest; 

Enter Ella (with a Picture.) 

Ella. Good morning, Christina. Captaini I 
have completed my picture. «— How shall I dispose 
of it? 

Storm. Psha ! — No matter for that — you give 
yourself too much trouble — Christina, prepare 
our breakfast. 

Chris. I will, uncle. [Exit. 

Storm. Come, courage ! Keep up your spirits. 
Efe merry as I 9SQr^(jstiJling a sigh.) 

Ella. Dear sir! you are my only stay, my 
only comforter. — How shall I repay your kind- 
i>ess? , . 

St4?rm. By never reminding me of it. Had 
I palaces to bestow on you, I should only repay 
your father's friendship to his lawful heiress. 

Ella. Generous man !— ^Any answer to your 
petition? ^ 

Storm. No."— You've beard of the victory ! 
Shouts ! rejoicings ! congratulations !— Tlieymiisft 
be heard :first / 

Ella. And i^ it true that Mountfort is made 
governor of this province ? 

Storm. It's true enough* 

Elfa, I tremble to hear it!— Should he dis- 
epver our habitation— 
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and inaccessible to a seducer> as to a comnwtt 

enetny. ' ^. , . ,* 

Ella. But his power f— Alas t Ten doom^df to 

lie oersecuted. 

Stcrm. Never, say so, never droop^ZonndsF 
J'd rather hear an enemy's artillery at my door, 
than the sig}i of a wmm witbw it..— .But if he 
will torment you, and make you unhappy, we 11 
aet out of bis way, I'll sell off my ^little property, 
and will fty to some otbef country, where we 
may find peace and security. 

Metntsr Chnstiiw {mfk ^mkfast, wiieh 

But, come— here's our breakfast waiting.---!Bf 
down, my child— 1 have a rare appetite, ;and we 
^all resist the enemy the better f^t bemg well 
provision'd '.—Why, Christina f is this all ^--CJon^ 
sider our guest has been used to a little vanety, 

Etla. Indeed, Sir, there's abmidance. . 

Chris, Oh! but. there's plenty in the garden F 
m fetch some more directly. {Extt, 

Storm. Perhaps you'd like it better i» yohi^ 

own room ? . 

Ella. No— I prefer this, if you do. ^ 

Storm. Why I confess I've an affection «»it-- 
old habit*— manjr an old comrade has smoaked 
bis pipe with me in this room. . .j, _^ 

Ella, And yet you talked of leaytog' it! far me. 

Storm. Weir, well ; no more of that— (i^«*e* 
the picture) And so this is yoorjpictafe . 

Ella, Yes ;— Where shall 1 find a purchaser ? 

Storm. Anyone would be a P'^^chasCT, tm 
fiire, who knew the artist,— Have you thotigm ©f 
my subject? 
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dbodfe, iiifey, perfetfps, atfetnpt it. 

^fof-m. Corpe, come, that's b6m:^6^e<- sWU^f 
jiiiiotil (^ knbckui^ dt ike dodt.) Com^ i* 

Mes^: At^ T6tf C«btain 8n)n^ of the in- 

TlmtlST . 

Storm. I am — more's my misfortune. 

Mm. YouV CoWiikriding Offidei* #ante to 
«efe^yd»aCflbft castle;' 

- mtitm 111 foHok yon ditectly^Ite.iiot goiog 
fiir, my d[ekr ;^ I shiill soon retutu 

[-E.n> a?i^ A /Ae Messenger. 

U/^ How ikifl^tible id the fDr(hudft\ of this 
bmn^ officer, i^liilst T, ahw f shifc under the 
weight of rtfiy 8Sfflictixm,-^Oh^ Rosenberg] where 
art thou ? — ^What is thy mysterious fate?— Thy 
sole care, perhaps, is for thy deserted Elk.! — 
Alas ! if misfortune must be our lot, why may we 
not" sigh together — why (nay not bur tears be 
mingled' ! — How much more welcome would death 
have been than this cruel separation ! (a Knock-; 
ing at the door,) Some one knocks — Somebody 
wantiog the Captain^ perhaps.— Wl^o's there ? 

Afmntfort (in afdg^ied x^oice) wiihoiii — ^A 
person ^rom Isaac the picture merchant. [A/wm 

I^Msr apihs ihd ddbr^CoIond Mourrtfort 
entersj disguised as a Jew. Ella, atjlrst) 
seeing uneasy ^ but as he sptdk^, graduaHy 
i^eco^ers her self-poisimoii. 

- Motmi. I p(ig yotirpardoW, I^fadikm, but my 
friend Isaac tell me vat you make* A^ ptiitf 

c 
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10 KLUL K09.EMBfKQ: 

picture*— If you sba)! ma)ce voa for me^ I sbaU^ be 
mosh oblige — Derc is some design-rvfl yoii be so 
kind and look? 

^lla. Willingly^ Sir, and shall thank you for 
your fietvours. [^Music. 

f Mount, shews some drawings xehich he has in a 
portfolio.) 

Mount, (aside) Tis well— she does' not 
know me. [Mtmo^ 

' {IVkile he engages Ella's attention Uncords 
the sketches^ Stephen appears at the 
itoor*— Mountfort makes signs to him — 
He repeats them without to .Conrad,-— 
Tbey both enter^ glide cautiously towards 
the closet, into which they enter, and 
shut the door; Mountfort, in the mean 
hW, anxiously observing them. 

Mount. Very pretty — how you like my de- 
signs, Madam ? — Very ingenious, don't you 
tink? 

Ella. ' Very ingenious — These two will furnish 
eharming subjects — =At what price shall 1 execute 
them ? 

Mount, (discovering himself) At that of 
my eternal affection, adorable Ella ! (falls at 
her feet.) 

Ella. Colonel Mountfort ! I am lost ! (at- 
tempts to fly.) 

^ Mount, (seizing and detaining her) Charm- 
ing Ella, compose yourself. Pardon this device- 
consider it as the effects of a passion, ardent, un- 
alterable — which no obstacles can ever surmount 
or controul* 
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Ella. Cruel man f Think of my husband !— 
Oh! Mountfort-^think of your once loved Rosen- 
berg \ ; 

Mount. Is he not lost ?— perhaps irrecove- 
rably — 

EUa. (with resolution) Dishonourable sug- 
gestion I — Beware, and leave me.— You are 
.beneath the roof of a respectable man, who ho- 
nors me with his protection. Humble as he is^ 
he will avenge this outrage. 

Mount. He dares not.— No, Madam, I shall 
not leave you. — Since fortune has, at length, 
pkced you^ in my power, I will frankly own to 
you my intentions. Absence has nothing abated 
the fervour of my admiration.— I have armed at- 
tendants at hand, and you must follow me. 

Ella, (with indignation) Gracious Heaven !--^ 
Can it be possible t I][ave you the audacity to 
threaten me with violence ? 

Mounts Do not then compel me. Loveliest 
of women, the sacrifice you would make, my 
eternal gratitude shall repay, 

Ella. Monster! you excite my horror! — 
Leave me — or I must call to my assistance those 
who will chastise your insolence. 

Mount. This is too much ! — You forget that 

insulted love becomes resentment.— Within there ! 

,> -^ [Music. 

Enter Stephen and Con had from the Closet. 
Ella, (kneeling) Nay, th^n, I implore your 

Mount. It is too late ! 

[Ella, in risings attempts ^o draw Mount* 
fort's swordy and defend herself. 
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Ella. Treacherous villain ! 

Chris. He intreated for a parting word to 

Jouy Madam ; and I fell on my knees to beg for 
18 release ; — ^but it was all in vain :— they dragged 
kirn away, without 4i8leningi to a word: 

Ella. I shall go distracted — Bo t follow hkn, 
Christina*— Do not abandon your uncle ! 

Chrii^ Can I forsake you, Madani ? 

Elia. Oh } yes, yes — Heaven, has forsaken 
wm ! Leave me ! Leave me to my despair.-^ 
Let all I love fc»rsake me, for misery is around 
me, and every friend must share it — Oh! my 
heart, when ! when shall I have rest ! 

Chris. Did the Colonel^ Madam^ attempt to 
insult you ? 

Ella. Oh ! yes, Christina — and now his at- 
tempt may be renewed— I must be gone. There 
19 no time to lose — I'll fly at once^ 

Chris. Whither? Whither? 

Ella. Heaven knows-^Heaven must be, my. 
guide. IGoing. 

Enter Stephen aiiJCokrad. 

Stepb. Madam,' you go. with us. 

Ella. Tm lost I I'm lost ! — {They force her 

Chris. Spare heir ! Spare hear— Mercy, for 
heaven's sake i [ JBjtV, following them. 
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SCpNE 11-— A Camp, 

On one Side the T^nt of the Elector «> pnmi' 
nent-^The Armtf, joined by Parties of Pea^ 
santryy discovered rejoicing. 

Cfl^Kui to Murtial Music. . 

.; Sound t)ie^^^iQp<^# brazfn throat, 

Strike |hA thtt^Ving drum mid cyiAbal,«- j 

ScHHid tb«/flfe'^/Q^)ivenii)g Bote, 
Bugle ^ern aud tiokluig timbrel ! . 

Our Prince we huly with vict*ry crowo'd ! 

With grateful hearts his throne surroufid,** , 

H songs of triui^ph, raise y^ur voicei 

To o^lebrafe this day—Rejoice ! 

The Elector enters, surrounded by Officers of 
Rank. 

{A dance of Peasant Girls, bearing wreaths of 
laurelf which they present to the Elector.) 

Elect, (to an officer) Enough!— rwe have 
shewn our gratitude u>r the success of our arms — , 
Let us now think of the sacred duties of peace.***- 
And first, for the complaints of my subjects* 
—Give me the memorials.— (^/^ Officer pre^ 
sents them.) 

(The Elector seems to read them.) 

[Flutterman, and several followers come 
forward and speak to the officer^ who 
afterwards addresses the Elector. 

1^/ Officer. May it please your highness, the 
loyal inhabitants of Molwitz, with their Burgo- 
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master at their head, request to offer their con* 
gratulations. (The Eteelor n&d^ assent, and 
continues to read. J 

Pint. (dUktoatdlif aM t6fifu3ii)^^o^^ 
rdfcferfupf me.— t .d6ckr'6 t'rfbii^t ffed' quitd so 
bold as I thought I Steuld.— Wefn l-^atjr it 
please your Serede Hi^Mss^ .I^jStgK&kund Rut- 
terman, Burgo-master, and the rest of the in- 
habitants of Mol^iy ht% le&^ f6 dotfgrdtulate' 
your invTO^^ SeferMf H^»e%; Mi tmt splendid 
victory — that is, ofr Jfto»^ dpteftdTHl vitftftTf. 

Elec. {looklj^ m>tf S ffkmfriai) TM wife of 
Rosenberg in distress. 

Flut. Yotrf Sefehte Highfl*^ is a* bWe the 
gentlest, af*d iMit tfertiemtotB of K«f«)^4^bene- 
volehtly cutting tbethrwfs' df j^dut fte!|?W)ouF8, 
only to restore the^ to gty^d dftWf, eWifd' secure^ 
the future serenity of your Serene Highness. 

£lec. It shall be s<^— she mky C^rfiridrtitticat* 
some intelligence of htt husband. Rotenberg I 
lovea^ and honoured, ariff bis fate iritere$t8f A^»^ 
Strange he shoutd ik)t have relied diti^ cteraenky* 

Flut. And to conclude — I, Sigismund Rut- 
terniarr, Burgo-nriaster, itr ^^rticufar, beg lekvc 
tS a.Asure your Scriene tfi^Btiess' that atrfy hterk 
Of youif Serene HighnefesV fa^Wii' will W 
ifiet on my part, with the tno^t peirffect humility 
iftnd cdndescen^ion. 

Elect. At present these people dfeihii^b rficM' 
let theni retire. 

Ut Off* At present you disturb his High- 
^esi^ — ^youmus^ retire. 

Flut. &etii« !^-Oh ! I under^t^d. We 
are to be private. — You must retire— (/€> the 
peasdnU.) 

1st' Off. t^ou' amo<ig the rest. ' ^ 

Flut. Me t 
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lit O^. Begone I— ^flalt^rauiti look$ blacky 
his followers laugh.) 

Flut. Lord have mercy upon me !— -Who b 
it that's laughing ?*-*-Ill make an example of him; 
How dare any of you— [iJ^/ir^^, menacing tkem. 

Elect. It shall be so^^Ill visit her myself. 



£nter'Mpi]VfwowL't. 

Elect. WeO) Colonel^ you eome with con- 
gratulaUfiM. 

Mount. Smcere and heartfelt. 

Elect. Yet rather tardy^ methinks. 

Jkbmnt. All aftdr of an unpleasant nature 
has detained me : your Highnesses order has 
agiin hem rnsulted in my per3oo. Even now an 
insolent subaltern reused his hand against me—* 
tOfe the scarf from my shoulder, and trampled it 
beneath his feet^ 

Elect. These frequent outrages demand the 
utmost rigour. •^'-Ue must not escape. 

. Mount. I have apprehended him, and only 
wait the necessary forms of martial justice to sor* 
redder him to Uie dreadful, but necessary punbh* 
inent he has incurred. 

Elect, {to the Officers) Let a court-martial 
be ifi^ftiediately held to try a prisoner on the 
charge of Colonel Mountfort. — {^Officers bow 
assent.) 

Mmnf. With your Highness's permission, I 
wiW explain his offeac^. [Goes to join them. 

- Elect. Hold !— a word in private {he draxos^ 
near) 1 hare a petition here from an old Officer of 
Invalids, on behalf of the wi^ e# a fora^r oSr 
fender— Has^nbecg. 
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Mount, (^embarrassed) The wife of Rosea- 
bcrgl 

Elect. Aye. — You know he has a wife. 

Mount, {with hesitation) Certainly. 

Elect. Can you direct me to her abode ? 

Mount. (suspiciously) I cannot — What 
may be the nature of this petition ? 

Elect. It complains simply of her distress — , 
and solicits restitution of part of her husband's 
forfeit property. 

Mount, (aside) So far I am safe then* 

Elect. ' I shall visit her myself incognito. 

Mount. Yourself — ^your Highness . cannot 
seriously intend it — a mere hovel— 

Elect. You have heard somethings then, of 
her condition ? 

Mount, {recollecting himself) By vague re- 
port merely. 

Elect. Her advocate, the old Invalid^ is the 
owner of this hovel, and I shall certainly be his 
guest. — Besides the interest I take in the wife of 
poor Rosenberg, I am anxious to learn from her 
the place of his refuge — to which she is, doubtless, 
no stranger. 

Mount. In that respect I should much doubt 
your Ilighness's success. 

Elect, ril try, nevertheless — Remember se- 
crecy.— And now to your prisoner— Who is he ? 
His name. 

Mount. Confusion ! Sire — he is of low rank — 
unknown to your Highness, and wholly undis- 
tinguish'd, but for the habitual turbulence of his 
disposition. 

Elect. Then he has no title to mercy, and I 
commend him to your justice. 

Mount. This is fortunate. (Aside.) 
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Elect. Let no attendants follow me. — I would 
be alone. Let my subjects and soldiers continue 
their festivity. [Retires to his Tent 

[Music 

Mount. H6w critical is my situation ! — But 
Ella is, by this time, in my ppwer — and ere his 
return, Storm must — die ? — Yes ! my security 
now demands it — ^The house was deserted, and 

no witness^will then remain (To the officers) 

.You heard the Elector's ihjunction — the utmost 
rigour — 

1st Off*. We shall observe it. — Where sliall 
we hold council ? 

Mount. At my house — the prisoner is there 
in custody. Come, follow me. [Music 

[E.vity followed by Officers 

Flut. There — ^now the great Dons are gone, 
we'll have another frisk, and then adjourn to 
good cheer at the Grenadier. Hollo I Music ! 

[Music 

[A Dance of Soldiers and Peasants^ to Martial 
Music. 
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ACT IL 

SCENE I. 

A Mountainous Country. (Night). 

A iSympAonV'-^RosENBERG appears in the windi> 
ing Path of a Mountain ; kis Beard w longj 
and his tchole Appearance haggard aitd 
wretched.^^He shews hurry and' plarni^^ 
Pauses a moment^ and then speaks. 

Ros. Still the footsteps are near me !-r^ 
Which way shall I turn ? Direct me Heaven !— ?? 
(Music)'^He rushes down the path and disap^ 
pears. 

Enter Fouii Pursuers, with Torches and fof- 
loxc him. Rosenberg re-appears on a gentle 
EminencCj at an advanced part of tkf Scene-^r 
Pauses^ and anxiously looks back. 

Ros. Ha !— by the gleam of their torches, 
they have taken the path to the left; — Tis fortu- 
nate— Now could I bu^ find concealments— Ah ! 
no. — Compassion must be bought-— and I ana 
without a styver. (^Music). 

The Electqk enters, wrapped up in a Militaru 
Cloak. 

Elec. This must be my path: and it is no\y 
sufficiently dark for my purposq. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



4 lf^liO-9«4HA. tl 

Rm. (abrupify advancing*) Stranfjer!— 
If you have a few superfloousnorins, bestow tbem 
jQD a wretch whom they may reacue fiom de^ 
«tructioD« 

Etec. On you ? 

Ros. Yes. 

Elee. What 10 your danger ? 

Itos. What are you that ask it? 

Elec. A soldier^ 

Ros. Then you should not betray me,*-*I have 
escaped an unjust imprisonmeot-^-'Tbey pursue 
mef^Wbat I crave Is for the means of purehanng 
me a temporary concealment. 

Elec. An unjust imprisonment in the Electo- 
j-ate of Brandenburg !-*— Fly and appeal . to the 
Prince. 

Ras. His ear is iaterceptedr 

Elec. You wrong him to say so. 

Ros. {with impatitnce.y No. — ^The Prince 
lia^ unworthy favourites^ and can wink at perse- 
tGution. 

^ ^ jEUee. Tq one who bears arms for hipd you 
recoQunend your petition strang^y. 

Ros. Pardon me — my feelings are distempered 
— :I am angry and rash. 

Elect. Were there the semblance of justice 
in your charge, under such circumstances it might 
merit eiicuse. — Could you but name an in- 
stance — 

Ros: And do you recognise none ? 

Eiec. None ! 

Ros. If you are a soldier you may know the 
name of Rosenberg. 

Elec. Perfectly. 

Ros. And his fete ? 

Mlec. Perhaps but imperfectly. 
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B6s. Wlien a boy, he waited on the Elector's 
person — ^When a man, like you, be bore his arms 
-—He served him faithfully— he loved him affec- 
tionately — But he reseated an insult on bis flat- 
terer and favourite. 

Elec. Go on. 

Ros. You know the rigour of your martial 
law ; — still he relied on the clemency of his so- 
vereign — On his way to the capital to implore it, 
he was arrested. 

Eiec. Ah! ^ 

Ros. And without a trial, has since been 
suffered to linger miserably in a dungeon. 

Elec. How do you know this ? 

Ros. (aside) I shall betray myself. 

Elec. Speak ! 

Ros. (^cautiously) We were imprisoned 
together. 

£/ec. Enough! — ^There's my purse— at the 
extremity of this path stands a house that will 
afford you a shelter ; in the morning I'll meet you 
there, and we will speak further on this subject. 
—Confide in me, and be assured of your safety. 

Ros. I'll trust you. 

[Esit Elector. ^ 

Doubtless my imprisonment was to be for ever. 
The tone and manner of this stranger prove him 
of some rank. He, perhaps, may seek, may 
restore to me my Ella — and assist us to fly 
together. Oh ! Ella ! Ella ! it is for thee I play 
the criminal, and shun the sight of men — For 
thy sake, I forbear to seek at once the haughty 
Mountfort, and stake again my life upon the 

issue of our quarrel. — ^The darkness thickens 

Tis fortunate-^Now then to my hiding place. 

[Kvit^ 
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SCENE II.— Another Part of the Moun- 
tains. (Music.) 

Enter Stephen and Conrad nieeting. 

Steph. Conrad! 

Con. Stephen !— ^Well, what success ? 

Steph. I can hear no tidings of her. 

Con. Nor I — Cursed unlucky she should es- 
cape. You return 'd to Storms ? 

Steph. Yes — Nobody was there but Storm's 
niece and a neighbour to keep her company .«— 
Poor girl ! — She was in sad trouble. 

Con. And what did ^ou do with the young 
lady's two wounded champions ? 

Steph. Left them to take care of themselves. 

Con. That was right: — they've hindered us of 
a rich reward — and deserve all we gave 'em— Isn't 
that the Governor ? . 

Steph. It is — Now we- shall make a pretty 
figure. 

Enter Mountfokt — {musing and restless.) 

Mount. What can be the meaning of this 
delay ? {Muffled Drum beats without. ) 

Hark !— the knell of Storm !— Yet, till Ella 
appear, his death but aggravates my danger- — 
Who's there ? — Ha ! Conrad and Stephe^j ! My 
good fellovv;s! — Have you secured her? — ^Where, 
is she? 

Steph. She's escaped, Colonel. 

Mount. Villains ! 
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Steph. Twas quite impossible to binder it, 
indeed. Colonel — Her cries were so load tbst 
two armed travellers came to ber assistance, and 
gave us sucb a tight job of it> tbat the prize ran 
off in tbe scuffle. 

Mount. Did yon not follow ? 

Steph. We couldn't till we had fairly settled 
with her champions ; and by thai thae she w(ks 
dear out of sight. 

Mount. Have you returned to Storm's ? 

Stefh, I have» but she hadn't retunafd. 

Mount. Continue tbe pursuit — Take differeot 
paths~-ril seek ber ibis way myseUl {Mi^§kd 
Drum beats agmn.) 

Hark ! — ^Tbe insolent Slorai ia condemned !— > 
Let tbat sound warn you i^g^net my resentment, 
^peed and secrecy. 

[Eveunt scqiraify. 



SCENE III. — ^A Perspective of the Cam^. 

A dead March — Muffled Drums at a distance 
continue beating at intervals. Enter SroRitfy. 
guarded^ as if on his'way to Execution. 

Commander of Guard. Halt ! — Captam— 
those torches mark, the spot where yon are to 
suffer. 

Storm. Well ! — ^Why do you patise ?*— Every 
moment of life, of thought, is agony— despera- 
tion ! — Be brief, comrade — I would die like a 
soldier. 

Comm, I speak to you in kindness*— H there 
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is any charge you would commit to me at this 
awful moment, I will execute it faithfully and 
willingly. 

Storm. Will you P-^— Dare you ? 

Contm. Why should you doubt it ? 

Storm, Hear me 1-^— Psha !— The men will see 
me blubber— Come nearer-^I leave behind 
me an unfortunate woman — wife of the lost Ro- 
senberg. — In me she loses her last friend. - 

Mountfort — 

Comm. I must not hear him named. 

Storm. A scoundrel, then, would rob her of 
her virtue. — She has been driven from home to 
borne — from friend to friend — and i)Ow — (much 
moved) I can't bear to think of her ! 

Comm. I understand you. — I will be lier friend 
—I will conceal her. 

Storm. Will you ? — You see your danger ? 

Comm. Fear me not. — You have been unwise 
—I shall use more cautipn. 

Storm. And don't let her know my fate, if you 
can help it. 

Comm. I will endeavour. 

«S/orw.-— Heaven bless you — -Heaven reward 
you ! {recovering himself.) Now I'm prepared 
— march ! 

Ella, {without) Hold ! Soldiers, hold ! 

Storm. Hark I — What voice is that ? 

Enter Ella. — {Her person in some disorder.) 

• Ella. My dear Gtiardian! {rushes into 

Storm V arms.) 

{The soldiers e^vpress surprize. ] 
Storm. Tis she ! my Ella ! — How came you 
here ? Why have you quitted your home ? 

£ 
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Elia. They forced mfe awAy-*-StiiftftfftrS itt* 
cued tt]€, and I again escaped.— ^ Yes, Heaveki bM 
again direcled me to my generous Storm-^^Yo^i 
are in danger ! — Where is the Prince ?-«— Ill fly 
to him this instant- — kneel-'— pray — die for you ! 

Storm. My poor girl !*^The Prince is h^nar 
med round with sycophaftts^-n'ascals ! 

Elia. ril break through them all — I am gfowtt 
strong HOW — irresistibly strong.— Is not my pro-r 
tector's life in danger ? 

Storm. What should persuade you s© ? 

Ella. A dreadful presage ! For you have 
been the friend of the wretched Ella Rosen^ 
berg. 

Storm, (aside) Sli^ is uncertain thed.^-^Fear 
ftot for me, my child — ^all will yet be wfelL Go 
to some neighbouring house, and rest yourself^**- 
]\Iy Commander, here, will let one of my com- 
rades go with you — and you shall soon see a 
protector again !— Come, 'tis % rough night for 
you. 

Ella, {drooping by degrees and sinking on 
his arm) I do not feel it. 

Storm- {to Comm.) Look at her, my friend. 
^ Will you keep your promise? 

Comm. At any risk. {To a soldier) Condut!t 
that Lady to Flutterman's, and say I shall fol- 
low you there immediately. 

Ella, {recovering herself and looking fear- 
fully on the soldier) Nd, no-*-I dare not*— can- 
not leave you r-r-iClinging to Storm.) 

{Muffled DT^um beats.) Ella starts. 

Comm. Hark !-?-We must delay no loiigeir ! 
{Drum a gain y Storm much disturbed.) 

Ella. What "dreadful sound is that ! 

Storm. It means nothing [—{aside to Soldh?^) 
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Jslot n word ofnoysentence.-;— (^0 ElU) Be pacified. 
I must leave you— -But ^ sliall meet again-— 
Farewell ! Heaven bless you !— Come on. 

[Breuks away and joins the Guards. 
Ella. Hold ! {attempts tojollo'w.) 
Soldier. Madam, you cannot go. 
Ella. They are going tp kill him I — My friend! 
my father! — Mercy! mercy! 

[She Jails on the ground — Scene closes. 



SCENEi IY.-^Inside of F^^utterman's 
HovsE. 

{An entrjance door-^-and doors of inner apart' 
ments. 

FLUTTSRiiAN ond PEASAntj^Oscovered^ 

Flut. Ha ! ha ! ha ! — ^vwy pleasant, very 
pleasant story, indeed-;— and now before you go, 
I'll tell you in return, something very surprising. 

All. Well, Iet*s hear. 

Flut. You heard my address ? 

Ftk^^ Yea, we did. 

Flut. You observed the atyW I spoke it ia ? 

PMfe Wejl^ what then? 

Flut. You noticed the graw und eofi^y of 
my actioad [Flatfishes his hand mi strike him. 

Peas. Yes ; but I'd rathcF nt)l feel it, 

Flut. Ay, tbei-e it is ik>w !— -If it's w>\ felt 
it's DothingrrffHeQce my astonishment. 

Peas. At what ? 

Flut. Wliy, for all its merits, tii^ EUfttor has 
. nekbsr^ caU'd nor sent. (They laugh.) What do 
*you laugh at ? — Why now here it is— Now I'll 
only just point out to you 
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Peas. Excuse us ; it grows late — ^Wcll hare 
another strain, and tHen bid you good night. 

Flut. You will? — Well if you prefer^one of your 
own strains to iny address. Heaven mend your 
taste, I say* 

GLEE. 

All when the wars are over. 

In smiles we peasants meet ; 
For then no plundering rover 
Our homely joys defeat. 
Let friend or foe henceforth appear. 

We gaily live in clover, 
And greet him with a welcome cheer, 
All, when the wars are over. 

$olu . No more the fearful cannons roar ; 

The sound of strife is heard no more; 
No terror now the village knows ; 
AH all is hush'd in sweet repose. 

Chorus. All when the wars, &c. 

Mrs. F. (without) In the name of peace, haven't 
these people done singing yet ? 

Flut. There's my wife coming to deliver one 
of her addresses. 

Peas. The devil she is ! — Good night ^ 

2d Peas. Good night. 

Flut. Won't you stay and hear it r 

Peas. No, thank ye — we've wife enough at 
home. 

Flut. She sp^ks uncommonly well. 

\Ea;cunt Peasants^ 



^ 



Digitized by Google 



A MELO-l)RAMA. S9 

Enter Mrs. Fluttermav. 

Mrs. F. Oh ! they're gone, are they ? — It's 
well for them. Have you no conscience, to keep 
these people from their wives till this time of 
night ? 

JFlut. Yes, my love — ^it was in conscience 
that I did keep them from their wives. 

3frs. F. None of your sneers.— You know 
you have no conscience, you selfish coxcomb. 

FluL And if you had a little less, my love, it 
might be none the worse for the prosperity of the 
Grenadier. 

Mrs. F. Pooh !— don't tell me ! — Because I 
won't connive at stopping travellers on their jour- 
ney for nothing, or chatter with our poor neigh- 
bours of a night, to keep them from their wives 
and families. 

Flut. No, my darling : — and I don't blame 
you for not chattering ; for I know nothing more 
likely to send them home. But talking of con- 
science, if the Elector leaves it to me, what shall 
I be? 

Mrs. F. A blockhead, as long as you live, in 
spite of him. 

Flut. No matter for that — ^Thank heaven, 
that's v^ry little impediment to a man's prefer- 
ment now-a-days.- — So, I'll go to bed, and dream 
of farther greatness. 

Mrs. F. You'd better-r-That's your only 
chance of enjoying it, I proriise you. 

\\tkriocking without. 

Flut. More visitors ! ^L 

Mrs F. The door shall be W)en'd no more-^ 
Who's there ? X 
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Soldier (witheut) A woman in distress; 

Mrs F. Distress ! — To that call it is open at 
all hours. 

JFiuL Aye — that's her conscjeoce, l^in. 

Mrs. F. {opens the door^ You may leave 'eqi 
to me. 

Flut. With all my heart, my love ; for then I 
(hall leavf myself without yom [£i7V. 

Enter SoJt-DXEB, leading in Ella, stowltf. and 
qarefully. — Her looks express faintnes^ and 
^ mid stup07\ 

Mrs. F. Poor Lady !— She seeras irery UL 

Sold* Yes — Vm afraid her braii^ is a little ^h^. 

Mrs^ F. Sit down — Sit dowi\ Madao^ apd 
compose yourself. — I declare, she's quiie lost^i^ 
(I7iet/ place her in a chair.) Who is she^ poor 
creature ? 

SoUL I don't know ; but my Commander will 
be here presently to take care of her. — It seenis 
she has escaped from somebody that carried her 
off by force. 

Mrs. F. Carried her oiF ! 

Sold. Aye ; I've no time to give you any 0101;^ 
infoj mation, if I could ; I must return to my dutj: 
|iut my Commander will tell you all^. [J^it. 

Mrs^ F* Poor qreatme ! — She mustMyq bee^a 
sadly used.— Will you take any refreshiBi^iiU, Mfi^- 
dam ? . 

Ella. They've murder'd him !-^His grey hsdcs 
are steep'd in blood ! — But I was not the cause. 

Mrs. F. Mercy ! — She talks of mur4^ng ! 
What ca# have happ^'d ? 

Ella. Yes— Glare upon me !— *£^ w€i be 
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haunted>— tortufd !^— But you — ^you should be in 
Heav'n ! 

Afrs. F. This is terrible !— Let me conduct 
you to a chamber, Lady. 

Jtlila. (sabering herself to be led) Yes— yes 
*i-yes — •- We'll go — we'll search for Rosenberg— 
Kosenberg shall revenge him. 

Afrs. F. This way — Come — Come ! 

Ella. Where ! where is he ? — Where is Rd- 
ienberg ?— Rosenberg ! — Rosenl)erg ! 

[Mrs. Flutt. leads her. Exeunt. 

Enter Rosenberg. 

Ros. The door open, and no one attending ! 
This slipuld be the house. All dark still, and my 
entrance unobserved. — Should I again be over- 
taken, my life 1s in danger, and my Ella left to a 
lasting wretched widowhood ! — When will the 
morning come ?— Till I can again behold her, 
every moment is misery. 

Re-enter Mrs. FlutteHmav. 

Mrs. F. Poor thing ! — She's quite worn out, 
^ijd seems inclined to rest.— A man ! — Who are 
you, pray? 

Ros. A wretched, but an honest man. — May 
I be^of you a shelter till the morning ? 

Mrs. F. Why, t don't like to turn you out, 
tho' you have but a suspicious look with you. — 
But you can't have a bed ; — njy last is just occu- 

f)ied by a poor lady, \vho has escaped fi'om a vil- 
ain that ran off with her. 
Ros. Ah !-^I wish I h^d met him. 
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Mrs. F. Wfll an ann-chfiSr (!&ntent you ? 

Ros. More than cojj^tent me. 

Mrs. F. Then go in there and take it.— 
(pointing to the chamber door*) 

Ros. I thank you heartily ! (Going) 

Mrs. F. Do you way any thing to eat or 
drink? ^ 

Ros. ' Nothing.— Iij the morning you shall be 
punctually paid^r your accommodation, 

[E.rit at a Chamber door. 

Mrs. F. Not by such a poor deyil ^s you, 
depend upon it. 

MOUNTFORT {without.) 

Mount. Within there ! — House ! — (He en- 
iers.j So— the door is open. 

Mrs. F. Yes ; — but I thinly it's high time to 
shut it. — Pray, Sir, who may you be ? 

Mount. No matter — I intrude late — but I 
shall pay. 

Mrs. F. Pay, or not pay, if youVe ever so 
great a man, you can't lodge here to-night : — Our 
last bed -room is just taken by a poor unhappy 
lady, that has much more need of it than you. 

Mount, {with interest) An unhappy lady !-r- 
How unhappy ? 

• Mrs. F. Why,' some villains ran away with 
her, and frighten'd her out of her senses. 

Mount, (aside). So— I'm rigbt at last. — 
Carried her oiF, say you ? 

J/r^. F. Yes, poor girl !— Some man of con 
sequence, I dare say. — Oh, I wish I had him 
here ! Vehemently) I'd teach him how to treat 
the gentle sex ip a different manner ! 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



\ 



K 



Mount, r^dmnot but ap^aud your spirit, 
for the lady is my refalion. ^ 

Mrs. F. Your relation ! Tlien, perhaps, 
^ouVe the ofiker that was to come and take care 
of her ? 

Mount, (hesitnting) Yes — {aide) Wliocan 
she mean ? 

Mrs. F. She was brouglit here by a -soldier. 

Mount, (aside) Conrad or Sleplien then. — 
You are right — one of my men. 

Mrs. F. And perhaps, then, you know the 
rascal that carried her off. 

Mount. He is to be found. 

Mrs. F. I wish you'd tell me where. 

^toum. No matlw^ — she must leave this to- 
il igbt. 

Mrs. F. To-night ! — Dear lady, let her have a 
Jittle re,i)Ose first. 

MounU Uut how will her friends repose in 
her absence ?•— Consider their anxiety. 

Mi^. F. Aye, poor souls, they must be. sadly 
dislress'd indeed — Where are her friends r 

Mount, {rather shaken,) — aside) I have rob- 
bed her of her last — {recovering) Psl)a ! Where 
is she? — Conduct her to me at once — She mubt 
not remain here :-^IIold ! — You say she is ill ? 

Mrs. F. Very ill-*— almost insensible. 

Mount, (aside) So much ihe better-«-A con- 
veyance then must he had-r-Til ?eck oi^e — In 
the mean time, lest in her deransrement she ujay 
endeavour to quit your l>ouse, I would have a 
stronger guard upon her. Where's your husband ? 

Mrs. F. Gone to bed, Sir;-^but if you par- 
ticularly wish it, there's a poor rough-looking man 
has just taken up his night's lodging in that room, 
that I dare say would be glad of such a job. 
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Mount Bring him to mc — I'lf payhim hand- 
somely. 

Mrs. F. I'll go and tell him. [Exit. 

Mount. She's a woman, and I can't trust 
her. — (^Becomes disturbed.) Sick! — delirious! 
—A strange heart-sinking comes over me — 
Psha ! — She'll soon be resign'd — soon smile 
a^in, and yet repay the hitter anxiety she has 
this day cost me. 

Unter JUrs. Flutterman, conducting 
Rosenberg. 

Itos. Is that the gentleman ? 

Mrs. F. Yes. 

Ros. (advancing) You would speak to me. 
Sir — {Starts^ and exclaims aside) Mountfort ! 

Mount. Why do you start ^ 

Ros. Your pardon — You are armed — It 
struck me for a moment 3'ou might be — 

Mount. A robber, perhaps. — And can you 
fear robbers, who seem to be in tlie last stage of 
misery. — I Vvish to employ you. — {To Mrs, F.) 
Bring the lady. Are you u illing f — (7b Rosen- 
berg.) 

Ros. I must know to what purpose. 

Mount. Disasters, which I need not explain 
to you, have brought a woman, ujy relation, 
into the house. 

Ros. I have heard of it — You relation ? 

Mount. Yes— perhaps you saw her then. 

Ros. No. 

Mount. Her senses have suffer'd ; and I 
want a sufficient guard upon her while 1 seek a 
conveyance to carry her home. 

Ros. (aside) Perhaps son»e victim of his in- 
temperate passions. 
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Mount. Do you hesitate ? 

Ros. No — ^you may trust her to m%. 

Mount. You shall be well rewarded. 

Ro9. I thank you. 

Mount. She is here. 

Mrs. Flutterman leads in Ella. 

Ros. Merciful heaven ! — It is my wife ! 

[Retires in great emotion. 

Mount, {noticing him with surprise) What 
can he mean ? — For so rough an outside^ he 
seems strangely sensitive. 

Ella. Where — Where am I ? — Have I dreamt 
—or were such horrors real ? 

Mount, {tenderly) My Ella ! — {approaching 
her.) 

Ella. Ah ! Monster ! — Spare me ! Save me 
from him 1 

Mrs. F. She don't like j/ouy Sir. 

Mount. She raves.^ 

Mrs. F. I'm afraid she has some reason. 

Ros. {aside) I'm horror struck ! — {incon^^ 
tinently to Col. Mount.) Wretch ! — (Mount. 
turnSf struck xvith amaze) {aside) He is armed ! 
— (/o Mount, guardedly) I spoke of him who . 
drove her to this melancholy state. 

Mount. For whom, in her phrensy, she has 
mistaken me. Slfe must be remov'd immediately. 
You'll guard her safely till my return. [Exit. 

Mrs. F. Mistaken you ! — I'm afraid it's no mis- 
take — He's gone, Madam. 

Ella Is he, indeed ! — and to whom did he 
speak ? 

Mrs. F. To this man. 

Ella. {l6oking at him) RuflSan ! 

Ros. (aside) No— She cannot know me. 
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36 BLLA &OSSIfBMG. 



^ 



Ros. But where am I ? — For i^hat rtew suf- 
ferings am I resenred ? 

Itos. You are ^imlcr iwy protection, TaAy, till 
the return of Colonel Mountfbrt. 
Afrs. F. The Governor ! 
Ella. I thought I had cscap'd — How came 
I again in his power ? (Gazes around, then kneels 
10 Rosea.) Oh ! Stranger !— you have a ru^d 
look — ^yet you may have pity. — Have you a wife ? 
Ros. {much moved) I have. 
Ella. Then you sl>ould feel for me-— Should 
you be torn from her, think what you would 
suffer to have a rich man strive to rob her of her 
honour — seduce her fiom your affection, and to 
gain his cruel purpose, murder the only remain- 
ing friend that could shield her, and drag lier 
from his bosom ! 

Ros. {smother d) Horror ! 
Ella. Oh ! think of this, and pity your poor 
prisoner — pity her unhappy husband, and deliver 
me from this cruel, cruel man ! 

Ros. My heart will burst !— Oh ! Ella ! Ella!— 
Ella, iib, that voice !— Can it be ? 
Ros. It is, it is your Rosenberg's. 
Ella. My husband l-^-ifalls into his arms) 
Thank God ! Thank God l {Faints.) 
Mrs. F His wife! 

Ros. My Ella 1 awake !— Look on me, 
dear, injured excellence ! 

-£//%: ^recovering with sobs of convulsion) 
Yes, yes, it is— it is, indeed, my Rosenberg — 
and jet sq changed— Oh ! whence do yot come ? 
Ros. From a dungeon. — Mountfort does not 
know me. A chance — a miracle, place* you in 
my power — I ato pursued. 
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A. KELO»0&AMA. 3? 



JEli^. jPitrsued!^ ' ' 

It OS. YlJfcjftrbiftyte ^10 time to bear and weep 
over od|^iull|l||sunenngs. Flight alone can se- 
cure us. — But you spokiQ of a murder'd pro- 
tector, 

EUa. Yes; — the gallant Siotoi — the luTdlid. 
He has shelter'd me — He ia coademned to die for 
deferMfirjg ine.^*^Yet there may be time to save 
him— -SJiaU we uot attempt it ? 

Ros. In the face of every danger. 

Ella. Throw ourselves at 5ie feet of the 
Elector ? 

Ros. Come — [Mu4ic. 

Re-enter Mouwtfort. 

Returned so soon ! — How shall I act ? 

Mount. A conveyance is at hand. — I met with 
it accidentally. — You must attend her with me. 
(Rosenberg looks inquisitively at Ella.) 

Etta, (apart.) Yes — consent. 

Ros. (to Mount.) You shall command me. 

Mounts One moment.-r (flf^ifife, with disquiet. ) 
Two men with torches watch'd my entrance — 
What could they mean ?— Ah ! they are here ! 

{Music. 

Enter two of the Pursuers o/* Rosenberg, and 

advance to Mountfort, as if , suspecting him. 

(The music expresses alarm and surprise.) 

Ros. {aside) My pursuers ! — (fear and sur^ 
prise.) 

\ St Pur. Tianothe! . 

9.d Pur. 'Tis the Governor ! 

Mount. Ah ! are not you from, the castle of 
Walstein ^ 
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\st. Pur. Wc ace — in 4NEK^\<>i 
who has escaped. * 

Mount. Who ? y^ 

9.d Pur. Why, he is there ' 

Mount. There ! — 

Ros. Vm lost ! — 

Mount. Who is it? \ 

Ros. {rushing forward as jfio a^nfound him) 
Rosenberg ! — (Mount starts »hI shudders) You 
are shaken ! — Heaven's Justice wdl follow you. — 
Repent, and set me free. 

Mount, (gradually resuming his audacity). It 
is too late ! — Secure him : — 

Ros. Despair then assist me ! 

Pursuers. Resistance ! 

Ella. Forbear ! 

[Rosenberg snatches a Sword from one of 
/Ae Pursuers, and attacks the other ; when- 
Mountfort interferes^ and wounds him^ 
*hc drops the Sabre. 

Ros. I am wounded ! 

Ella. My love ! (supports him.) 

Mount. Guard them oolh — this is in self- 
defence.— In your power ! — No. — The light of 
day you never must behold again. — But your 
wife — your faithful wife — is now freq to be your 
companion. 

Ella. Inhuman monster ! [Music. 

Enter the tzvo other Pu rsu tRs, conducted by the 
Elector, disguised. 

Mounts Who are these ? 
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^VA HELO-DltAMA. 39 

Ut Ptir, ^X%> qf our comrades. 

3il Pu\\ ^Vhat !-*-youVe found our man 
then. V 

, J-¥/. F^\ Yesi,-^— here be is — s^fe enough. 

Elec. {mide) Uis wife too. 

4th dPwr. uQ^r friend was right then- 

1 St Pur. ijwiir friend ? 

3d Ipur. ^Wj^This gentleman. — We met 
him by the way, al^^c was Ifind fenougti to bring 



Mount We ps^nk him.- Yon are now under 
orders of the Governor^ 



rsWl 



us herein searcljAif^m. %^ .\ 
e fi 
Gov 
(They appeal to the fir^ Pursuers^ an action^ 
who assent.) .^ 

Mount. No more delay — drag them to their 
prison. 

Elec* (coming foi^^ard.) I command vc — 
hold! 

(Mountfort amated.') 

Ros. (his attention roused.) Ha ! the friend 
I met among the mountains. . ^ 

Mowit. A command to the Governor of Mol- 
witz ? 

Elect. Aye ! 

Mount. From whovn ? 

Elec. {discovering himself) His Master ! — 

All. The Elector ! 

Eke. There is your Prisoner — (pointing to 
Jllountfort. — Do you pause? — Guard him in- 
stantly. — (thei/ obey). — {a pause.) — Rosenberg, 
you have done me M'rong — ^^this night while I 
listened to your reproaches, 1 was ignorant of 
your fate, and on my way to administer id the 
afflictions of your wife. — Of her wrongs unti 
yours I am how informed, and know them but to 
redress them. *' With our wilful faults 4^he 
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" tongue of £icti<Ki is amply eicerciscd : for our 
" errora in judgment we giiould at leagt share the 
*' indulgence due to the meanest of our subjects. 
** — The same villain na^ionce the friend of your 
" bosom, who has now abiiBed tlie confidence of 
•' his prince." 

** liosen. Tisjust— I am ashamed — (goes to 
bendy 

" EUc. (checking /rmfc^-No — I would not 
*' humble the maa whose wtuous feelings eniitlc 
** him to my continued love, iian6<lence anJ es- 
" teem." — The posts ||lountfort has dishonoured 
are yours — He is your prisoner. — Yet more»^(/Vy 
Mount.) — Savage hypocrite! — The brave and 
virtuous Invalid ! — (Mount, shudders.) 

Ella, — (eager.) Oh Sire ! — Is he dead? — 
May he yet be saved ? 

Elcc. From his own cottage I dispatclfd the 
mandate for his pardon — Uis niece follows the 
aiesscnger.^ — (menacing Mount.) Should they be 
too late — 

{A Shout mtkout.) 

** Huzza ! — Storm is safe — Storm is par- 
doned !"— • 

Elec. You are fortunate. 

(Music expresses cvu Italic v, ) 

Enter Sio u >f , folloxved hy Co m m a n d r: w of the 
Guard, Christina, Soldiers^ Soldier^s flives, 
Feasants, S;c.^x. (^x-. 

(Storm rushes to the embraces of Ella.) 

Ella. My preserver ! — Accept ako the em- 
brace of my grateful husband. 
Storm. Rosenberg ! 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



A melo-drama; 41 

Itos. My generous friend I 

Storm^ And are you free ? 

Ros. Free, and hippy ! 

Storm* {looking about /iwi, is agitated with 
excessivejoy.) — What ! the Governor a prisoner ! 
— ^The Prince too ! 

Ros. Yes ; and now let us together express our 
eternal devotion and gratitude to a beneficent- 
Sovereign. 

^Rosenberg, Ella, and Storm kneel at the Elector's 
feet. 

SoldierSj &c. — " Huzza ! *' Long live Al- 
berto!" 

Flourish of Drums and Trumpets. 

The Picture continues. 



THE CURTAIN FALLS. 



£• Blackader, Princeri Took*s Coart| Cbanceiy^Laiif • 
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DRAMATIC PIECES^ 

WRITTEN BY MR. KENNEY. 

MATRIMONY, a Petit Opera, Price ls<«d. 
RAISING THE WIND, a Farce, Do. Is. 6d. 
TOO MANY COOKS, a Farce, Do. Is. 6d. 
FALSE AIARMS, a Comic Opera, Do. 2». 6d. 
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